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TO 



SIR JAMES STEWART DENHAM, Baet. 



OF CO£.TN£SS AND WBSrSBIBl.^ 



e^ foUirioinfl 3^as^ 



ABE HUMBLY AND RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED BY 



THE AUTHOR. 



JMLy friends hae Img an^ loudly biated. 

That rhimes ati^ saags I sboald bae printed :— 

Sae, for to stop sic baAeration, 

Nae mair be deav^d wi^ tfaeur por^uasiqA, ! : 

As it's a tribute to you due, 

I dedicate the buik to you. 



YeVe been the famly's timsty firien\ 
Its patron and protector keen ; 
Aneath your Honour's ixai^ biel", 
It's ay been fed an' dad fn' ireel ; 
Fburth generation's now £at lisin', 
A', as they should, yonr kindness prizin'. 
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Nae folk or place on a' the yirtfa, 
Can vie wi^ that whar w^ gat birth f 
I fraxd^ly own, and dq oonfessj 

ft 

Nae place Fye aeen^s aojg^ like CoLTKKsar* 
Fiae Qy^ to ChnillKr ftrv ha^e«l^ipet, 
Buf ft had their heads in wonder utappet t 
Dykes a" aae d|gv (pm^wmAf pl4»tod» 
Gars a** befiere they are enchanted. 
Should ony dare your woods to enter, 
Or thae braw plaoes V the centre. 
The walks, the seats, llie brigs an^ bushes, 
Wi^ joy big tears wad rm la guriies ; 
Wf sic braw ISsilies rousM their wonnar, 
An^ fidgin^ isiii to see yaat HonoiflS** ^ 
The gye lit e sl wander ; low they glow V 
At your ftesh face an* ag&e powVa*^ \ 
Theauldest slHg«r imoifr tige^ • 
Few aulder^s graced historic'page. 

Soon after Charlie took the £dV 

m 

Tour hands war buekdit to the steel ; 
Kagrne^ wf hooour an^ renown, 
TeVe been a servant o^ tihe 'Crown* 
Wk^i wars woe ragfaiV (waefu^ days i) 
Tou^i« ColoMi made o* tiiafe braw^€hrey8 ; 
An* whan the King, and nobk 
To Sendattd cam, to gieH a ca^ 



To laam how ilka aae was feniiiii^ 
'Some thought this he ahould-na ht k^mm* ; 
Yow HoiMNii^ mim fti* ftsidy hi^^df 
Thft Sii^ made dMm hk tniaty gnan!*— 
Like gentry, ay gaed ridia* m^ Mib» 
An* itfaer folk gami daij( to aee lrim»«-» 
Ay limuif fatt, an^ daahin* through^ 
A* bent to ha*e the fullest yisw. 



An* mony a thraw the gout has gTen ye, 
Fu* sair hae dashH ye back an* fore^ 
Few*d think ye far ayopt threescore ; 
Lang may the Uks o* health attend ye» 
Year after year neir pleasures send ye; 
An* whan Hdl death gets the command, 
M|^ Faidi Cut grip ye by the hand. 
An* guardian angels round ye wait, 
To waft you to a heavenly seat 



^ 



TO THE READER. 



X^M fully bent) whatever betide, 
To spread my writhigs tkt an* wide : 
My friends iniist, tho' I^m but laith, 
Aff they must go, be^t £fe, beTt death. 
The pieces destined fgr the press. 
Are no* my wajrst, I do confess. 
To great applause Fse noVpreten", 
Nor *mang great poetsi to win ben. 

I fondly hope^ (>*9y^ ^^^ ^ '^'^O 
A trifling share o^ praia^ to gain. 
Sceptics may scoff, critics may jeer, 
Or on them &t constructions queer ; 
^n men o* sense applaud in part, 
*Twill blunt the critic^s piercing dart. 
Reviewers, gif iOs worth their while 
To wear onH ony time or toil. 
May minch, dissect,- condemn to burn, 
An^ leave me V the lurch to mourn. 
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8 TO THE BEADER. 

Wr them sic scenes are aften rife ; 

Wad they leave iaH the spunk o^ life» 

Syne by tuition it might rise, 

An^ after by them get a hise. 

It maks me duU^ it maka me queer, 

An^ aften muse an^ quake wi^ fear, 

Whan on sic havock I refleck. 

To see\ a^ hashed and strewM like wreck. 

In charity an^ candour read^— 

wr spleen or rage do not proceed ; 

The smooth and stiff compare th^ither, 

Let ay the tane balance the tither. 

Ca"* it, but worthy to be read, 

I^d loup wi^ joy, and be sae glad. 

— Now aff they trudge, be't weel^ beH wae ; 

Nae doubt they^ll some supporters hae ; 

An** mony, too^ there^s nae disputiu^, 

Wha horns o' slander will be toutio,^ 



N 



POEMS, 



CHIEFLY IK TBI 



SCOTTISH DIALECT. 



JOURNEY TO EDINBURGH, 



To agree with Printer. 



JVIy friends ha'e urg'd me, a' intent 
My manuscripts to see in prent : 
Sae on last Friday^s afternoon 
I hurried aff to gain the town. 
On fit I plasht through to Bumwin^ 
Gained the coach-tap, an** shugg^d on fine ; 
'Twas cauld, an^ rheumatics did gnaw,--- 
At times some bitter showVs o^ snaw ; 
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I^d fondly hop^d, but.was mistaken, 
Winter^s deep snaws war past an^ gane ; 

"» Sair, sair the pains did rack and thraw, 
WamM that.iome frarfu^ blatt wad blaw. 
. I gained the town, a friends house took, 
Tauld him my purpose ^bout the book : 
He kindly stappet aff wi^ me, 
J. B an' Printer f(wr to see. 

The cauld dn>?e^us^ ta tak a gill 
Wi"* B— -— , ere Printer's we gaed till ; 
Wi' him sat down, his frienV cam ben, 
For twa-three jug-fu's we did serf ; 
Sae happie grew, sic friendly chat. 
The Printer's house we dean forgat 

^ Fu' sune niest momin' aff I trotted. 
Subscription-papers to get noted ; 
But- ere the job I'd settled a'. 
The heavens pour'd thick drift an' snaw. 
Nae doubt it sair astpnish'd npye. 
On sic braw streets gauOr ta the kp«e ; 
The auld cart-horse, how wa^ to se^t, 
Sair lasht, though fmsk to keep his feet ; 
Sic poor dumb br^tes^ wf le&n laak fiidesy 
Bluid rinmn' frae their te^liin' hidesy 
Wi' a' their pith sioY pu^ an' drii^. 
Till sprawlin' laid aman^ tb^ snaw ( 
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I maist did greet, ai I stood lettkin% 

Sae willing yet sat siurly stridjen. 

The Police chaps are nae that heeding 

Or Against sic tricks theyM been proeeedin\ 

Ane o^ them wi^ a daintie bautin . 

Stood wee bit aff, a hiflsie aiiutiii\ 

O how unfeelin^ wretcdies will 

Poor brutes torment, an^ Imsbii aiC kiU ! 

A street-coach, to which fow wt^ y^*^^> 

Sae sair abusM, I was provoket; 

Poor beasts a lesson man wad leach. 

Feet "^bout the traces scarce can streedi) 

Sae lash^t; that draps o^ blmd war fa^in\ 

At last oblig'^d to let tbem staun. 

The leddies aff their servant sen". 

To get them carried aff by mea ; 

He soon returns wi^ twa for each. 

They Ve speirM gif sic a jdaee they'd reach. 

Fu! soon they 'gree, in bo9i ihey Ve piiten. 

An' barrow'd aff^ 'tween twa m^ sittin'. 

How they arrive, I oamia note, 



But aff they move wi' daintie trot^ 
Thro' thick an' thin the rieareat traek^ 
Wi' leather straps out o'er dldif back : 
Wha the 6^22^^ war, I casna teU, 
I dout they hardly kenl themseU* 
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The coachman they Uackguardit sair^ 
AffirmH that he^d drive diem nae mair ; 
Nae payment for^ wad e^er be gtven. 
Cause a^ the gate he had nae driven ; 
He lap an^ sware, said ilka plack 
HeM hae, without ae farden back ; . ' 
And speer^t gin ony o^ them thought 
He could a miracle ha^e wrought ; 
Ilk square an^ court, ilk lane and street, 
Ae solid mass o' snaw complete. 
Judge how I luiket whan I knew 
Nae coach or carriage could g^ thioV 
An' heard wi' grief the coaches a* 
Lay buried deep amang the snaw. 
How to get hame I didna ken. 
As nane to travel durst pret^' : • - ' 
^Bout wife and weans my mind was rackety 
The road sae driftet, durstna tak it ; 
An' ay I luiket, ay I thpught, 
Niest pu£P o' win' wad saftness brought* 
The trees wi' lades o' snaw war crashin', 
Grit branches frae their taps cam dashin' ; 
Frae the house riggin* hurls o' snaw, 
Gart fock believe Ihey'd hUrd be a\ 
:^s night drew on, the frost set in, 
Drift jSlI'd the air, fock's c^ pat blin\ 



IS 

To the poA-office aft I gaed. 
To learn what 'bout the. roads were 
Na» ne^er a word cam frae the weitt, 
Tho^ muckle^B ^bout it said an^ guest. 
Four mails caai due^ aoC ay I thought 
nk hour same o^^heni ii wad bvou|^t. 
Monday gaes past, a 6fldi i|ie'« due ; 
My mind, sair fasht, impatient grew* 
On Tuesday momin", ay the same. 
Then X determined to gang haime ; * 
Sae aff I cam, wadin^ f u' deep, 
^ The tradket places tryM to keep, 
"" Gaun^ to the ankles, whiles the knee, 
^ ^Mang wreaths o^ saaw, or cauld snaw-bree. 
Altho^ at daintie pace I gaed, 
Twa mile an hour was a' I made, 
Fu^ soon faun^ out Fd gane sair wrang, 
On sic deep roads to try to gang ; 
My legs their forma* mettle drapet, 
« The farer on the slower stapet ; 
Hadna I thought I'd been sair beasteti 
\ I frankly own Fd {airlie reestet. 

Sae hame I got, my legs a' dreemn', 
^ An' gan^' nudstly tum'd to creepin' ;— » 
"^ My wife an^ weans made hantle fraise. 
Soon strippet aff the draig'lt daes,— « 
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- An^ for to cheer the wiearied bodie, 
-^ Soon handet me a glass o^ to^e ; 

An^ as the drap I^m keenly ^in\ 

My wife an unco fraise is anakia^-**- 
\ Tauld how her hams sair sair w^r jundtt, 

Thinkin^ Vd ^mang ^m snaw bem tumd£. 



r- ♦ 



EPISTLE 



TO 



LAIRD G. 



"" Man's lifers made up o* turns an' jinksy 
A chain o^ mony thrawart links 
O^ storms and calms^ or sunnie 'bTinks,-*^ 

The Beene ay shifthi'* ; 
^ On rocks or shoals he sooms or finks, 

Ob Hie ay driftki'. 

Sic windin' turns iri* you sflie's ta>n, 
> Whiles walth o' frien's, whiles few or nane ; 
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Siller fu' rife, syne aff she's gane ; 

PoOTtith now starin^. 
Friendless youVe left to jog your lane. 

Few for ye carin\ 

Sae lang^s ye^d walth, an* was a laird, 
Baith kin an^ neighbours shaw^d regard ; 
\ By night or day, yeM frankly saar^d ; 

Gif i' their powV, 
Fu' keen wi you a plack they'd warM, 

An' spent an hour. 

Sitf ye're grown poor, an' ill to fen', 
Fewj unco few,, seem you to ken ; 
Your wisdom's 'neath a' ither men, 

Tho' ance fu' great, 
Nane for ye now as umpire sen'. 

To fix their fate. 

f 

O how ungiatefu', how unfeelln'. 
Your name an' wisdom to be steaUn' ! 
They're warst ava wha ye'd been beelin' 

An' cozie keepit, 
V Your very bed an' blankets peelin' 

Frae whar ye sle^t. 
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Them wha fu^ aften ye hae liftet, 
Whan to the brink o^ puirtith driftet, 
Since now the scene^s wi* you been shiftet. 

Ken nought o' you,— 
Blaw sair the flame that spleen has lightet, 

Gars't bleeze anew. 

I maist could greet for what yeVe dreeing 
To see the duds aroun^ ye fleein^ ; 
y Tho' part oVs by the bottle-preeitf, 

Ye maun confess ; 
On your o'er mony cronies seeing 

There's part o' stress. 

Tho' now yeVe tummelt to the grun\ 
Ayont sic ills I hope yell wun. 
Fortune o' you nae mair mak fun, 

But raise ye high, 
An*^ mak' ye laird ^ your bit grun' 

' That's now faun by. 

What's yet to happen nane dare guess ; 

As gude as you hae faird on less ; 
V Nae doubt ye're vex'd to see your press 
\ ' Sae toomly leuk ; 

Ye'U ay get meat, an' claise for dress. 

Gin health ye breuk. 

B 
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About warPs gear ye ne^er seem'd carin' 
To needf u^ bodies wasna sparing 
But ay wf dainty amas ser'in', 

Sae lang^s ye had it ; 
On you loose tongues should be f ii' sparin' 

An^ gie ye credit. 



It's said that iiraltfa gars wit ay waver, 
An' muckle nonsense clash and claver ; 
Yet nane qan say ye're a deceiver 

J'Bout cash or gear ; 
May ills o' fate ne'er gar ye waver, — 

Ay patient bear. 



I needna say't, ye brawly ken, 

O' this warFs gear weVe but a len' ; 

By force to keep it to preten'. 

Is vile an' wicket ; 
E'en some o' the maist worthy men 

O' it's been nicket. 



Whan o'er the leaves o' fate ye're tumin', 
Nae doubt wi' rage at times ye're burnin'. 
For your ain ills fu' sairly moumin', 
N. Wi' feelin' racket, 

Frien's wha for gude your name's been turnin', 

In gude part tak' it. 



A 
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Be ay content, tho^ yeVe but little ; 
Friendship an^ fortune^s baith but kittle ; 
May censure^s edge be blunt ^s a bittle. 

An* ne'er distract ye ; 
Jog onward, risin' ay a little. 

An' gude frien's back ye. 
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SONG. 



TuKE— " Nannie O^ 



Mr Jamie^s ruddy; young, an^ gay, 

Nae guile e^er fills his bosom, O ; 
O^ a* the lads that tread the green, 

There^s nane to me like Jamie, O. 
His cheeks are o^ the rose^s hue. 

His e^en glance ay sae beamy, O ; 
Baith auld an^ young admire an^ stare, 

An^ ca^ him gracefu^ Jamie, O. 

O what a flutf ring T my breast 
Whenever we forgather, O ; 

I^m downright dizzy when he dauts 
An^ ca^s Sie his ain dearie, O. 



« 



til 



O how the tear starts T my ee^ * 
Gin he speaks o^ anither, O ; 

Sic doubts an^ fears rin thro^ my mind, 
1^11 lose him a^ thegither, O. 

Last week but ane how blythe was I, 
When aeafted down beside him^ O, 

He took my han\ bxjI^ yow'*d a yow^ 
He^d lo*e nane but his Nannie^ O. 

how I looked, I darena teXL, 

Nae words e^er sounded sweeter, O ; 

1 leant my head against his breast, 
Vow'd I'd lo'e nane but Jamie, O. 
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THE EFFECTS OF ENVY ON AN 
ENVIOUS MAN. 



Gin ony favouF pass himsell, 

It tortures mair than tongue can tell. 

Gin honour on anither light, 

It tortures him baith day an' night. 

Gin ither^s beasts weel thrive atf dow. 

It's like to rive his very pow. 

Gin ither's furniture be guid, 

N It's like to jeal his very bluid. 
Gin ither's craps his far excel, 

\ It gars his heart-strings rug an' knell. 
Gin ithe^s pantry's better fill'd, 

\- Then a' his peace an' comfort's spill'd. 
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Gin ither^s name get a bit hize, 
It draws the water frae his eyes. 
Gin ither^s claes be braw an^ fine, 

*^ Baith sleep an^ rest it gars him tine. 
Gin ony^s ca^d as gude^s himsell. 
If s in his breast a kind o^ hell. 

^ Gin ither^s gear or names do traik. 
It does him blyth^ an' happy make. 
Gin ony pleasure he^s ava, 
It*s whan his neighbours slip or fa\ 
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SONG. 



BONNY BELL. 



Tune — " Absent Loter, 



What's this I ay endure, 

Taks sleep an' peaoe frae me ? 
^ While ithers sleep, I row an' sigh, 

My thoughts rin ay on thee* 
The sweetest sang that's sung, 

Nae pleasure gies to me ; 
There's nought on yirth but dreary looks 

When I'm awa' frae thee. 
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Whan met out o'er a gill, 

Whar ilka heart bounds free, 
n lU-bodin^ thoughts ay haunt my breast, 

For fear o' losin^ thee. 
While ithers sing an^ laugh, ^ 

A' blythe an' happy be ; 
The bluid cauld, cauld tins thro' my heart. 

Unless they speak o' thee. 



Can gowd or warldly gear, 

O** love the heart set free ? 
Na, na, without my bontiie Bell, 

If s a' like dross to me. 
Time slowly steals awa\ 

Whan keepit back frae thee ; 
That lang'cUfor day lags, O how slow ! 

Whan I'll be blest wi' thee. 



S6 



SONG. 



BONNY JESSIE. 



Tune—" The Maid oflalayir 



Jessib^s fair, she's young an' blooming 

A' the graces she's in store ; 
Terror seizes when reflection 

P^ts the lads iSiat her adore. 

A^ the ills o^ life are naething, 
Blythelj eould I bear them a\ 

War she mine ! thoughts sae transporting 
Sig> l^ig tears frae me do draw. 
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Nane in a^ the h^e creation 
But hersell can pleasure gie ; 

Ne^er ae grace or spark o^ beauty 
In anither I can see. 

« 

To see her look at ony ither, 

Baith my head an^ heart does thraw ; 
But to think she^U be anither^s^ 

Gars my bluid rin cauld as snaw. 

Ae kind look does overpowV me, 
Ae kind word does maistly kill ; 

Sic a fluttMn^s in my bosom, 
A^ my sense it^s like to spill. 

Nane kens what I^m ay endurin^, 
Head ay rowin^ like the sea ; 

Dearest Jessie, gin ye felt it. 
Soon, soon yeM pity me. 
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THE REPROBATE, 



« What signifies man, 
Tho' ever so gran\ 

When pride or ambition bears sway ! 
Reli^on he^s nane, 
Contentment is gane, 

He^ll charity never display ; 

But revels in strife, 
Wr mwHf maid, an^ wife, 

Defaming alike friends an^ foes ; 
To gain selfish ends. 
Base falsehoods he vends, 

Religion he fain would depose. 
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Abroad he^s distrest. 
At home finds no rest. 

The bless of content is no more ; 
Damnation he braves. 
The pious calls knaves^ — 

Who^d not such a monster deplore ! 



See death on him stare, 
Nought left but despair. 

His mind and his body harassed : 
Great torments within**-^ 
From hell he^d fiun rin ;-— 

Ah ! no, his probation is past I 
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AN ACROSTIC. 



S OARING aloft on Fame^s proud ving,- 
I llustrious^ caress'd, renowned ; 
R oyal favours richly flowing, 

W hich Scottish poets never crowned ; 

A Ibion^s sons to latest ages, 

L oudly praising, proudly vaunting ; 

T hemes resounding, carols raising, 

E qual honours vainly wanting, 

R ulers,_ statesmen, stare and wonder. 

S ailors atid soldiers, in amaze, 
C ourt your favours, chaunt their ditty ; 
O Id and young resound your praise ; 
T yrant critics, quite chop-fallen, 
T rump your praises, fan your talen\ 
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ANOTHER ACROSTIC. 

* 

A round thy bowers, thy brooks, and groves, 

B rightest joy and peace abound ; 

B roils, contention, strife^ or bloodshed, 

O r fell famine, ne^er are found; 

T ruth^s supporters, Scotland'^s glory, 

S till your gaudy chambers grace ; 

F ranks and Germans, Welsh and English, 

O mament thy name and place ; ~ 

R iches, splendour, and true honour, 

D eck Sir Walteb,' your great owner. 
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ON DISCONTENT. 



CoMS view' the discontented man. 
And for a week his actions scan, — 
He'll change his plan ay after plan, 

From hour to hour, 

And likely end where he began. 

His Babel tpwV 

\ 

He'll walki hfell ride, he'll drink, hell dance, 
Or make the tour of Spain or France, 
Bead history, novels, ;,or romance. 

On the same day ; 
Or maybe at the Bible glance. 

His fears t' allay. 
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He trusts not God^s preserving pow^r. 
Which guides and keeps him every hour ; 
Tho' thunders roll, or tempests low'r, 

He^s ever nigh, 
And of his all-protecting pow'r 

Gives rich supply. 

Should Death^s devouring sword be drawn, 
How could he in the judgment staun\ 
With a distrust of the comman^ 

To mortals given ! 
HelFs portals wide upon him yawn, 

Where hell be driven. 



By conscience then sair, sair accusM, 
^Cause every mercy he^s abusM, 
God^s holy word and law misused 

By night and day ; 
No hopes of respite— alPs refus'd, 

' But fell dismay. 
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ON PART OF THE DUTIES BEING 

TAKEN OFF. 



Haste^ let all prepare, 

The pleasures to share, — 
The rum, tea, and co£Pee^8 grown cheaper ; 

The duty^s made less, 

'Twill ease our distress, 
Of a^ these fine thfaga we^U drink deeper. 

Let^s thank these great men. 

Who such blessings sen\ 
Nae doubt they're frae baith Whig and Tory ; 

DonH give the one praise, 

The other debase,— 
Baith should share alike in our glory. 
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Fill up your glasses. 

Give three times three to them, full jorum ! 
We've peace and plenty, 
An^ gude things dainty,— 

May such wise heads still fill the quorum ! 

What signifies names ? 

TheyVe tryitf wise schemes. 
That a"* men may live in profusion ; 

Long lives may they live, 

Such blessings to give, 
And show their schemes are no delusion. 
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LINES ON HEARING OF THE WAR BE- 
TWEEN PORTUGAL AND SPAIN. 



Wae, direful war, the bane of states I 
Thy death weM haiPd, and blessed thy end. 

But parents, wives, and children yet. 
By thee shall days of sorrow spend. 

Thy palsied frame its strength regains. 
Thy fiendrlike friends restore thy powV,— . 

Assist, unite their force, combine. 
Freedom to crush, or to devour. 

Thy devastations we abhor ; 

Yet when true liberty^s at stake, 
Wha^d hain his sword, his might or wealth. 

But wiel^ them a^ for freedom^s sake ! 
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What^s honours, laurels, fame, or wealth, 
If freedom does not bear the train ! 

TheyVe but as phantoms that deceive. 
The truly wise will them disdain. 

Fair freedom wiU, and must, and shaU, 
Extend, triumph,— and peace abound ; 

From sea to sea, in every isle, 
Its banners fly, ite bliss be found. 

Then tyrants or tyrannic sway 
No more shall rule, no more oppress ; 

Inquisitors, those hellish pests. 
No more confine, no more distress. 

Bloodshed, avarice, or malice. 

Ambition, pride, or discontent, 
Shall no more distract, discourage,-— 

Their names, their ills, shall scarce ber kent. 
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ON THE DEATH OF HIS ROYAL HIGH- 
NESS, THE DUKE OF YORK. 



High was the rank he did possess, 
Yet frankly stooped to soothe distress ; 
Belov'd, rever'd, i^dmir^d by nojOBt^ 
The people^s hope, the army^s boast ! 
A princely spirit, kingly air,— . 
Religion^s foes did boldly dare. 
The Churches friend, support, and shield, 
To Pope or Papists scortfd to yield. 
His deeds thro^ ages shall be told. 
Admired and sung by young and old. 
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He'll be lamented many years, 

With sighs and sobs, with grief and tears. 

Born to command, his skill excellM,— - 

Not harsh nor rude, he few compelled : 

Tasks he made light, and wages high ; 

The poor enriched-— his coffers dry. 

He was but man, and failings had, 

For these none can or will applaud ; 

But thro' his life, take all in all> 

The gross amount appears but small. 

Temptations weigh, his virtues scan. 

They'll bear him through — a worthy man. 

Base critics may, no doubt they will. 

Their venom spew, his fame to spill ; 

Such fulsome trash, once read, who'd mind. 

But traitors— scum of human kind. 

It's harsh, unjust, . wiokedy nay base^ 

Failings to note, weakness to blaze : 

Let's faults for ay be obsolete. 

His virtues prais'd, and laid in state ; 

Children unborn shaU yet declare, 

Him greater than the great that were. 
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SIR JOHN AND WILLIE- 



Sib John, a-hunting late one day, 
Benighted was, an^ lost his way : 
A tempest rose, the hail did beat,-* 
Nae house or shelter could be get. 
His horse, sair jadet, scarce could trot; 
Benumbed he grew, and airths forgot. 
He stopt*-he must set^s brains to wark — 
Wr joy he hears a colly bark ; 
His horse he urgM, an^ bolder grew, 
A spunk o' light soon met his view,-— 
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The door he gain'd, admittance sought, 
< Wr speed he's to the ingle brought. 

BenumVd wi' cauld, his tongue grew mute. 
He's stripped, an' clad in Willie's suit, — 
He soon came round, for meat did ask, 
Caus'd bring his coat, puU'd out his flask ; 
^ A waught he took, an' sent it roun', 
Spier'd whar he was, at what farm-toiim : 
Auld Willie said, 'twas Thissel-law, 
Its laird Sir John o' Goudenhaw. 
Sir John, weel pleas'd, his heart f u' glad, 
That to's ain tenants he'd been led. 
Saw weel that him they didna ken, 
To be some ither did preten'. 
Auld Mysie ham an' eggs was fryin'. 
An' Jean the hunter's claes was dryin'. 
An'' lest the braw horse should get skaitfa, 
^ Tarn haps him wi' the winnow-claith. 
The table's plac'd, an' tea-thingi^ set, 
Sir John his rank did must forget, 
Join'd freely in the fun an' joke. 
And kindly to auld Willie spoke. 
The tea's remov'd, an' toddy made, 
"^ Lasses to wheels and knittin' gaed ; 

Sir John says, " Will, let TamTbide ben. 
About your laird I'd like to ken ; 
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Ye live f u' snug an' happy a\ 
I guess your rent will be but 8ina\'^ 
« Na, Sir/' says Will, « it'g rented fair, 
It'^s at its worth, we whiles think mair ; 
Yet weVe ay cheerfu^ an' content, 
Though pinched sair to raise the rent ; 
The laird's fu' guid, the neighbouTs tell, 
But him IVe never seen mysell ; 
He's wi' the army o'er the sea. 
Which maks things waur to like o' me ; 
* His factor here was t'ither week. 
An' swears our rents maun get an eek ; 
It's our last crop o' thisl^ur farm, 
V He's warn'd us &C gin the next term,**^ 
We really now can gie nae mair^ 
Though for to leave it we're vex'd sair* 
For ninety years our family hae 
It farm'd, an' rent paid to this day ; 
An' gin the iaird had been at hame, 
I'd tauld him o' our family'^ claim." 
" Langsyne," says Tam, *' to him I^d written, 
^ Ayont the seas, gin ye wad letten ; 
I'd tauld him a' the factor 's done. 
How he the tenants ^ides aboon ; 
Likewise the presents he maun hae, 
Gif renf s no' paid on the term*day ; 
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Yoursell last term gied him a iiot^« 

^Cause a^ the rent ye hadna got ; 

I'd tauld how unde Bab, his lane, 

His father keepM firae bein^ slain ; 

When's horse was shQt, an^ on him feU, 

Rab drew him oat though lam'd himaelL 

Sir John says, ^^ Friends, sin yeVe s^ free, 

Ere it be lang, Sir John I'll see; 

I'se try my best your wrangs to rights 

'Bout flittin' ye need hae nae fright, 

Wi' him I've lang acquainted beei, 

He yields to a' advice I've gi'en ; 

Sae there's my haun', afore a week 

Ye'U hae frae him ilk thing ye seek." 

Will, sae elated, Jap an' danc'd) 

Tauld Mysie what had been advanc'd, 

Gart Tarn ride affi an' never slack 

Till wi' twa gallons he'd win back : 

" This night we'llpledge baith laird an' frien', 

\ For years I've scarce sae lifted been ; 

^ Get water boil'd, ca' ben the wains, 

T'ave fun an' mirth we'se spair nae pains ; 
Get on their slippers, stap the wheels, 
Let stranger see our country reels." 
Auld Mysie sang, — they dance, they wheel, 

X Set hands, then cross an' rin the reel ; 
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Sir John, sae pleased, he hech^d an^ leugh. 
Says, <^ This is cheerfu^ sure eneugh ; 
If s ^mang the blythest nights Fve seen. 
The day^s mishap^s forgotten clean.^ 
The bicker fast was handed roun^ 
Till Will frae^s chair did tumble down ; 
They're a^ to bed, an sleepM f u** wed. 
Sleep soon their wearied een did seal. 
Niest day Sir John his journey took, 
Auld Willie^s hand most kindly shook ; 
An^ twa days after this he sent 
A lease below the former rent, 
IncWd in letter, which did teU, 
Sir John had been their guest himsell. 
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LINES ON THE NEW YEAR. 



Another year has now revolved, 

We joyfully do hail the new ; 
But when reflection backward goes. 

What mournful scenes pass in review ! 
To think how many that with us 

In health and strength last new year haiPd ; 
WhoVe long ere this past off the stage, 

And all their lasting prospects faiPd. 

We too, like them, must soon be laid 
Into the dark, the noisome grave ; 

Such solemn thoughts our hearts appal, — 
Nature recoils, and would it wave : 
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But the decree's more firm and sure 
Than Persians or Medes could be ; 

How soon none knows, or when or where, 
That lot shall fall on you or me. 

WeVe all unwise, unapt to learn ; 

Heart-searching is delayM, deferrM ; 
Our good d^d0, and out neighjbour^s iUs, 

Before the world are oft preferred : 
Let us resolve, this year, to live 

A better life, aided by HeAven, 
Detesting vice, admiring good, 

By blinded zeal no longer driven. . 

All clothed by the robea of Christ, 

Unspotted let uis all appear ; 
Throw off the talterM garb of sin. 

Which clothed us the former year : 
Then d^ath disArm^d, without a sting, 

No fear in ua will ever r^se ; 
Well often long to be uneloth'd. 

That God in glory we may praise. 
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ON THE SEASONS. 



Revolying seasons glide along, — 

To mark their motions, O how grand ! 
They show to man, though blind by sin, 

AlPs ruPd by an Almighty hand. 
Summer and winter, day and night. 

Seed-time and harvest, never fail ; 
Siin, moon, and stars, their courses keep, 

To alter which none can prevail. 

The tempest howls^ a calm succeeds. 

Snow, hail, and rain, in torrents pour ; 
This hour^ sunshine in nature smiles, — 

Next hour^ reversed, the heavens lour : 
Spring and the summer, cold and heat. 

Flowers bud and bloom, they fade and fall ; 
The year's begun, advances, ends,*^ 

Strong, powerful lessons to us ail. 
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TO A FRIEND, 



N. 



Dear Sir, I heard wi^ muddie een^ 
Ye war gaun aS to leave us clean, 
An^ warst o^t a\ yeVe nae that keen 

To try the sailing — 
For when ye speak o^ seas between. 

Your hearths ay failin\ 

I darena, winna hurt your feeling 
Or o* your comforts try the stealing 
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Yet I'd fain hae twa lin€S o^ Helen, 

Frae your ain haun\ — 
--, YeVe ta'en her heart a' but the peeling 

1 1]nder8taun^ 

Gin to deceive ye hae been tryitf , 
Aught o^ your artfu' wiles been plyin^, 
A' your ain powVd an' help's defyin', 

For selfish en's,— ' 
It's for't your coffees ttilEiybe dryin', 

Nae mortal kens. 

^ It's said ye hecht her oti your aith, 

Notight e'er should part ye but stern death, 
That ye'd daut her while the warm bt«afth 

Your bddy warmM,^**- 
Wishin^ ye might hae skidth on sktlith» 

Gin her ye harmM. 

Since ye are bent awa' to braltle, 
An' yont the border line to settle. 
The cockney chaps may try your mettle, 

Wr might an' main,— 
O then how fondly she'd ye ftttle, 

Your part maintain ! 
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r^e now say somethmg to yoursell, — 
Ne^er a' your mind to strangers tell ; 
Let wrath no' in your bosom dwell 

For hours thegither ; 
What should be secret dinna tell 

To ony ither* 

Smooth tongues detest — ^they aften wyle> 
The very head atf heart gar boil,— ' 
Do stab while in your face they smile. 

An' ye do flatter ; 
They venom spew, the bluid gars boil 

-Like ony water. 

Those wha a hasty promise make,. 
As sure companions never take. 
Or them that proihise an' draw back 

Without a swither, — 

O' true religion much they lack. 

Or a' thegither. 

O' jybes atf jokes be unco sparing 
N Whan jybet, leuk 's ye warna carin', — 
N. Ne'er mint your neighbour's faults, tho' glaring 

But hide an' smother ; 
To neighbours o' your words be sparin', 

They'll no' recover. 
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To frien'^s whaVe frienly whan ye need, 
Wr love an' gratitude proceed ;- 
Assist ay those wha really need. 

Gin yeVe to spare ; 
Then walth yell hae as ye proceed, 

An' ay get mair. 

To gather siller ay be saying 
Ne'^er try to get it by deceiving 
Or ony o' the twitches wavitf , 

By conscience gi'en, 
Lest in auld age ye should be ravin\ 

It's left ye clean. 

A lawfu' shift fu' keenly take ; 
Leave places sae's ye may get back ; 
Let nane e'er say ye've gain'd the knack 

*0' cauk an' rin 
But whan in debt, ay own the fack, — 

It lames the sin. 

P O' drinkin, too, be gayan wary, 

^^ Hantles wha tipple do miscarry, 

^ They turn obscene wha war fu' sarrie, 

Afore they bowz^d,— 

'Cause a right balance they'd no' carry, 

Their help's refus'd. 
d2 
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Ne^er taunt or jeer at things divine, — 
What maa is, ay keep T your min^ ; 
For 'mony do the straight rdad tine 

Wr h^less f tin I 
Hae^t ay in mind fbir ^hat design 

Mail was begun. 

Tho^ far well soon dividet be. 
Mayhap nae mair ilk itker see,->- 
When frienly set, remeitiber ine, 

Wi' baisaper tn' ; 
I'se no^ forget sdclike to gi^ 

6ude friend to you. 
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LINES ON HEARING OF A FATAL DUEL. 



Come, sages, tell, Fm keen to ken, 

* 

What beastifies our britber men, 

Wha ^neath the maist o^ beasts hae gaiie, 

The nearhaun^ gate to hell ha'e ta^ep. 

IsH feeling ? Na, there^s nought o^t th^r^. 

Or frien'^s an^ relatives thej^d spare. 

IsH love P Na, lovers a pasalon purm 

To butcher is ayont its power. 

Is't honour ? Na, nae honour'^s itft, 

A' dignity an' glory's tint. 

Is't learning ? Na, true learning never 

Wad take the life— leaves't to the Giver. 
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IsH nature ? Na, or sair she'd swerve, 
It^s her first law life to preserve. 
Is't reason ? Na, gi'e her ae hearitf, 
For sword or pistol they'd drap speerin\ 
IsH gain ? Na, nought's by't made ava, 
Health, wealth, an' bliss, they lose them a\ 
What is't ava can be the reason 
Gars nip the thread afore its season ? 
Is't pride ? Ah ! there ye've hit the mark ; 
She's just the slut helps on the wark, 
^*^JJ.^)^ • Seems gawt, gars flyte , an' jybe, an' snarl. 
Shows nought but death can en' the quarrel. 
A billet's quickly sent away, 
An answer's crav'd without delay ; 
The place, the weapons fi^c'd, an' hour, 
Whar baith maun try their skill an' pow'r. 
The hour arrives, — the signal's given, — 
They hurry aff frae 'mang the livin' ; 
An' then, O then, they'll get what's due. 
To him that sel' « neighbour slew. 
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THREE CRONIES. 



Ae dark an^ stormy night of late. 

Three cronies met some drink to get, 
« Tauld mony stories back an^ fore, — 
s The rain did plash, the win^ did roar. 

It louder ay an^ louder blew, 
V The wa^s did shake like shuggie-shue ; 

The tyles an^ slates them frighted a% 

As rumlin^ down thev thick did fa\ 

Their mirth did slack, a^ leuket wil\ 

An** sat as mute as stanes a while. 
* " Gude sake,^ quo' Jock, " Will, try to pray ; 

Wha kens but ye the deil may lay ? 
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^ Tse warn^ this night his squadrons a' 
Collected are, baith grit and sina\ 
What wreck atf havock may be done !— . 

^ Hear, hear ! that^s just his ill-fart crune. 

•- The witches a** he'll hae fu' thrang, 
The trees, an^ stacks, an** tyles amang, 
A' tryin' wha maist ill can wirk, — 

'^ O war we hame, it's dark as mirk ^ 

-*. ♦< Hput fy I'' quo^ Pate, *« ye^re fairly wrang, 
YeVe learnt a' that aff lyin' lang ; 
Tho' ye'd sit wi' him half a week, 
O' ghaists an' witches ay he'd speak. 
Gin kye or horse, or sheep do traik, 
Some aul' wife, a' the blame maun take ; 
6if stacks or trees h|ie cp up it q'er, 

, ^ It's^by some gram^ie'^ ma^c pow'r ; 
^ Or gin the kye o' railk be dryin', 
"^ Some luckie's been her cantrips fcryjn'. 

"^ A charm she's pittien i' th^ byre, 
s Wi' saut or scorin^ they ^laun try 'er. 
Or ablins puin' hairy tether. 
To drain the milk fbae brudkie's leather. 
^ Wow Johnie ! thipk ye thai the d«l 

X G^ts powV folk's gear to reave an' steals 

«. An' thrp' t^e yirth's gauh helttirr>akdter, 
Without a bindin' iciiain er helter r 
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Or thai for auP folk he does muckU, 
O^ ilk ane's crap ^e^8 them a pkkle ; 
Or that wr some unoamiie la|r« 
To play sic pranks does them a^ sair P 
If s a^ but nonsense yeVe been s^yin\ 
Though it's set Willie to th^ prayin' ; 

I'm blythe to see't— it^s a begmnin', 

• 

May stap his wicket rfice o' sinnin' ; 
For gif Auld Nick, as ye pretetf, 
Sae muckle pow> 's o'er wives an' men ; 
I'm fear'd that Willie has been buyin', 
Or for to strike a bargain tryin' ; 
He's grown sae wild, an' swears sae awfu', 
An's rinnin' ay to things unlawfu'." 
/ " Nae ferly, Pate, ye tak th^ir part. 
Some o' your ]^in has try't the airt. 
Sure's my name's Jock, her tricks wi' me, 
That night the aul' gudeman did die, 
I'll ne'er forget, it gars me quake. 
How in the loch she did me drake. 
, Whan ridin' late &e night sinsyne, 
\ In the burn pool she did me syne, 
'Cause her wi' Tarn I wadna tak 
Ahint me on young Bawsie's back ; 
'Cause Charlie Gfay, guid daintie chiel ! 
Said she'd a compact wi' the deil, 
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"- He lost his stacking horse, an^ kje, 

^ Atf him to smoor ae night sheM t^y :. 
Yet yell say nought ot's f the warP, 
For goud wr Girsie I'd no' quarrel." — 
" Jock, ye'd fain hae us a' persuadit, 
To siclike stories to gi*e credit. 
' Soon's ony wife turns aul' an'-grey, 
The n^me o' witch she's sure to hae : 
Or gin a body slip or fa', 

A Some aul' wife get's the wy te o't a'. 
Yon night the fiUie flung ye in 
The grit deep pool aybnt the linn, 
The whisky had your senses drumelt. 
Or i' the hole ye wadna tumelt. 
O man ! it's ill-far'd an' unfeelin' 
Folk's gude names frae them to be stealin' ; 
It shows your want o' lair an' breedin', 

S Sic uncouth stories to be heedin'. 
Young witches hae the greatest pow'r. 
Men's peace an' comfort to devour ; 
Nelly at witchin's gain'd the knacky — 
That ye ken weel, I'd wad a pla<jk ; 
Your peace an' sleep she's aften broken, — 
Na,' ne'er ae word o' her ye've spoken ; 
Ye'd been wi' her yon night ye tumelt. 
Nay, some affirm your harns she'd jumeh, 
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Or sae far yeM use left your gate ; 
It wasna dark, though it was late.* 
I mauD awa, wish you a' weel, — 
Ay keep frae witches au^ the deiL 



WILL MUIRFIT'S ADVENTURE. 



On Friday last he wrought fu^ hard> 
His tryst made him fu' (^heerie ; 

But Fairy-knowe he had to pass, 

The thoughts o't made him eerie. 
Ere it grew dark he hurried haine, 

The dinner^s on the table $ 
He soon was sairM, an^ for dry hose 

Ran but into the stable. 

« 

Aur Jean cam but, cries, " Will, my man, 
Wad ye gang o^er to Saunie's ? 
-5 For sape an* saut at Clinkunrs ca, 
\ Atf bring the twa milk hannies.^" 
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He cries, " Wait or the njorn at een, *- 
^ An* I'm gaun to the smiddie.^ 
« *• The lad's gaun gite,-r-8up sautless brose, 
My weans are a' grown giddie. 

^* Ye*ll be gaun aff to Baby Steele, 
^ ' Daft tapie, gleaket hizzie ; 

Wad ye but stap east to Laird Grahame, 

YeM maybe get his Grizzle. 
She's wecl brought up to card ati' spin, 
N^ An' has a hauntel siller ; 
\ Blankets an' sheets, tikes and braw m9,ds,-— 
O man, wad, ye gang till'er." 

He heard her out^ said Uttk mair, 
She's aff an*" left him scaldrn^ ; 
V Soon as he's drest, he grasps a kent, 
An's plaid aroutf him's fauldirf : 
The bogs he past, nae ghaist appears, 
\ To fairy knowe he's comin^, 
Just as he gaed out frae the bum, 
Fancies he sees a woman. 

He halts at ance, his knees $air shook', 

Sair he quaket a' an' fell ; 
Minds lan^i^ne, th^t Maggie Brown 

In that glen had hang'd herselL 
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His head he raisM — the spectre saw, 
Sair, sair his heart did flutter ; 

He tries to pray, but ne^er ae word 
His tremblin'* tongue could utter. 

For maist an hour on the brae-side. 

In terror he lay streeket ; 
His een fixt on the auld wife^s ghaist^ 

He couldna get them steeket. 
Tarn Stark cam up ; when Will he saw. 

His hair stood up like bristles ; 
He crost the bum^ tan up. the brae, 

And loud on Bautie whistles. 

Frae rotk to rock tbjs echo rang, 

Will's een shut^ sae exhaustet ; 
He thought a blaze o* l%ht past by 

Him while the echio iastet. 
Tam ne^er did slack till on the floor 

O' 6eordie'*s mill he's hauling— 
" Preserve us a' ! rin, rin, O rin. 

Some fearfu' thing'^ befallin' !'' - 

Geordie in haste let doun the sluice, 
Ca'd Dick^ an' trusty Keeper, 

Atf 8 aff wf him,— h^'d no' explain — 
The mysf ry ay grew deeper. 
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They gainM the hill aboon the glen, 

The moon was shinin** clearer ; 
Tam points his haun', " Rin, rin yoursels^ 
' For I dare gang nae nearer.'*' 

Oeordie an** Dick, twa hardie chiek, 
WhaM in the glen livM a** their lives,— 

Nae witch or warlock could them fear. 
Far less the ghaist o' hanged wives. 

Wi' roe-like speed theyVe doun the brae. 
Out o^er the bumie jumpit ; 

Flew up to him — " He's warm, there's life,'* 
' Quo' Dick, " I feel the thump o't." 

" Preserves !" quo' Dick, " it's Will Muirfitj^ 

The broun yad will hae flung him ; 
Fy, help him up, see whar he's hurt. 

She's maybe faun aboon him !" 
He raise himsel' — " Wow, sirs ! the night 

I hae been desp'ret frightet ; 
Wi' deils an' ghaists, I'm no' mysel,— 

I'm glad yeVe on me lightet." 

Says Geordie, " What was't that ye beard .^" 
" Whisht, whisht !" quo' Will, « I'm quakin' ; 

See how the auld wife waves her.hauM, 
An' how her head 9he's shakin'." 
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** Wbar, whar !*' quo' Dick ; Will points her out ; 

" Ye stupit gouk/* cries Geordie) 
^* It's a broom bush, I see't fu' weel, 

Just owre ayont the fordie." 

Dick hastened til't, his whittle drew, 

An' brings't outo'er his shouther : 
•* Ye doitet sumph, what stapt your een ? 
^ Hech sirs ! I'm a* quite thro'uther." 

Will little said, but hum'd and hae'd, — 

Fu"* sair his brow he dightet ; — 
*^ O sirs ! there's mair than a broom cowe. 

Or I'd nae been sae frightet/' 

-^ " What mair ?" said Dick, " by the ill thief, 
What was't that fetcht ye hither. 
To stop our mill, an' us sae thrang ? 
Your owre far frae your mithef." 
" Callans," says Will, " war I'^ance hame. 

Got fairly past the bogie ; — 
Na, I'll gae to the mill wi' you, 
"— , An' sleep i' the kill-logie.'* 

They reach the mill, the hale relate,-^ 

The sowns war staunin' ready, 
Auld Eppy says — " Come, sirs, fa' too, — 

They're fit for lord or lady." 
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The ch&pmen chiels, wha*<i quatteFd been^ 
Sair taunt an^ tease poor Willie, — 

As a safeguard to cut the cqwes, 
Wad sell him a lang gullie^ 

Auld Geordie got the buik, an^ saiig 

A psalm, syne read a chapter,^ — 
Pray'd lang an* sair, th^t heavenly powVs 

O** them, wad make a capture. 
They're a'' to bed, Will dfaps asleep, 

Dreams he hears witches roarin^ ; 
Starts to his feet, an^ after a^ 

'Twas just the miller snorin*. 

At peep o* day he^s up an* aff. 

The chapmen hear him waken^— 
BouncM out half drest, an' crost the knowe, 

Just as the brae he^s takin\ 
Seein"* twa white things him afore, 

He turned maist dimentet, 
An' tumelt aften heals-o'er-head. 

As doun the brae he sklentet. 

lie gained the door maist out o* braith. 

But, puir chiel, it was steekit ; 
The latch he lifts, an* in a trice. 

On the transe he lay streekit. 
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They heard the noise, Eppie ran,-— 
" Guid save's, here^s Willie spraulin^ ; 

He's bled his nose Fd lay my lugs. 
He's faun against the hallen/ 
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Geordie ran but, — " What ails ye man,' 

Wi' dirt ye're a' besmeared i"^ 
" May heaven preserve us a','' says Will, 

*' For IVe been sairly feared ; 
The deil is surely hereawa, 

Or something that's no cannie, 
Twa things a' white flew o'er the knowe^ 

It surely was auld Saunie. 

'^ I'll wait until the sun be up, 
At e'en here I'll no scamper ;" 

The chapmen enter laughin' loud, 
An' sair, sair him did banter : — 

** What ail'd ye man, to rin an' fa', 

r 

Your braw plaid to destroy. 

An' leave us up at the hill-head. 

When gaun ye to convoy ?" 

<< O fy !" quo' Geordie, « fy for shame, 

To friglrt the honest callan ; 
I've done war deeds than dash your heads 

Hash-^nash against the hallen : 

E 
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When idle fallows winna work, 
Frae door to door gaun thievin^ ; 

Wr their nig-nags ay cheatin^ folk — 
A cursed waj o* lieviii' : 



^' Atweel, gudewife, youVe sair to blame. 

Sic vagabonas to shelter ; 
Giein^ our meat to lazie loons 

Mair worthy o** a hdter.'" 
^ << Hout, tout, gudeman, your pftssion ^s u{^» 

The chapmen ^s nae iBae greedy> 
For mony a lace an* bunch o^ pins 

IVe gotten frae Tarn Tw^eedie. ^ 

<< Yestreen, fu^ weel he kam^d the horse. 
An** weel rubVd down auld Bawi&ie, 

Brought peats an^ coala into the neak, 
As weel'^s our ain herd lassie. 

Their meat ^s no^ misB^d, twa handfu^s tnalr 
The parridge-pat does thicken ; 

You're ay fu^ keen to hear their news,-?* 
\ Ouidsooth, you're no' thftt sfick^n.^ 
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Says Geordie, ^^ Eppie, had your tongue) 

For ye hae said a hantle ; 
But yeVe nae tauld yet o** the diieF 

That steal't your braw grey mantle* 
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I shouldna said they were a^ thieves, 
There^s guid an^ ill amang them ; 

IVe kent some honest chapmen lads, 
I didna mean to wrang them. 

<< There's auld Tam Glen, guid worthy man ! 
Makes a^ blythe at his entry ; « 

^ The country ^ gan e, an'^s credit kept. 

For mair tlian naif a centVy : 
^ But th^re^s Will Graham, a rattle-skull, 
^ Wha*8 neithi^r m^mie nor hayens, 
Burqt i F$te Harvle'9 laog peatrsiack 
Wr some o' Fjjnglo^js j^hayen^ 

" Now Will, I fee the ftm is up. 

An' sbinin' o'er at Avon ; 
Y« will be mifs'df w! auld M|iir6t 

About ye will be rav;^\ 
GoDg your ways bame> an' when alaoe 
^ Ye happen to be 'nigbted \ 

For cbapn^en cbi^s, or lang brown ooires, 

O dinna be Qae i^ghted I 

^ ^< For Gq4 titki teat o' his ain wains, 
Nae enl lets ccme near tbem ; 
An' Satm has been bpm>d wi^ ^bainst 
Lest he in wriijth devow fcb^w." 

£ 2 
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THE MURDERER. 



The loud howling tempest terrific does roar, 
The sea^s foaming mountains strew wreck on the shore. 
Hoarse thunder'^s loud pealings description defy. 
Quick flash vivid lightnings athwart the dark sky : 
Rain, pouring its torrents, presaged direful spate. 
Wind roaring tremendous, wf horrors replete : 
The straw-cover'd hamlet, where guilt does retire. 
Is rock'd to its centre by heavetf s just ire. 
The wretch roars despairing, no hc^e^s left ava, 
Ilk crime stands on tip-toe, his conscience does gnaw«; 
Despair tears his bosom, dismay haunts his soul. 
He raves almost frantic, does shriek, sigh, and howl r 
Fell demons of darkness helPs torments present. 
Dark visions stalk round him, heM fain now repent. 
Alas I how he faulters, to pray he^s unfit,. 
His bosom^s tormented, his head^s like to split ; 
The world, if he had it, he'd cheerfully give 
For respite to pennit a new life to live : 
Ah no ! a's denyM him, the crazing walls crash. 
And out in a moment his burning brains dash. 
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AN INFIDEL. 



Why sae callous, cauld, and withered, 
Conscience dosent, dry, and nitherM, 
True religion fairlj withered 

Or forsaken ? 
To some sceptic sect your brither'd, 

Or betaken. 

At kirk or meeting seldom seen, 
Yet like a saint can cant an"* whine, 
Quote Scripture too, an^ argue keen 

Wi- face drawn lang ; 
On virtue^s sons voting your spleen, 

Ay keepit thrang. 

Ye whiles look grave to save your credit. 
Extol religion's gin ye had it, ^] -■ 

Wen sairy folk wr tears hae said it. 

Ye whiles do pray ; 
Though grievM, fain, fain i^nd gie ye credsf;^: 

^ 

That worth ye hae. 
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Your mensefu^ like, a"* maun confess^ 
On Sundays gash an^ braw ye dress, 
But what^s the cause I dama guess. 

Nor gie decision ; 
At guid an' worthy, a' confess. 

Ye show derision. 

Like horse^ on workin' days youVe thrang 4 
Sundays, like them to fields ye gang, 
Or swear an' joke your friend* fttnang, 

Outg^er a gill ; 
Or maybe sauntrin* idly gttng^ 

An' guid time kill. 

Your wife an' baimt ye little mind^ 
Time to instruct ye ne'er can find. 
There's nane can say that ye've been kind. 

An' done your due ; 
Does horror ne'er district your mind 

For broken vow ? 

What lesson ift't ijk day you're teach!ti'» 

Sair, sair your conscience y^'ve bfeen itretdain'. 

When i' their ears eae aft you're ]^rea,(:hiii' 

'Gaitet a' that's guid ; 

ft 

It's awfu' sic things to b« teAdiln' 

Tt» anl'« ftin br^od. 



"N 



71 



To hear ye bann an^ swear afore thtmf 
As gin ye really did abhor thems 
Nane can believe ye do look oVr them 

Wi* parent's caiae. 
Or ye^d attempt in youth to store them 

Wr heavenly lair. 

Your thoughts on guid but seldom dweU> 
Or soon anither tale ye'd tell» 
Believe— -there's baith a heaven an' heU 

For man prepared ; 
Then to the youths^ as weel's yqursell, 

Ye^d show regard. 



THE UNCERTAINTY OF RICHES. 

^ What signifies't to rug ao' bar), 

^Bout goud an** siller CjM^p an' quarr'l ?-«-* 
It's a' but trash for whilk they soarl) 

Au* pindh w' lumper ; 
Frae the best {ibiels in a' th^ wftrl'} 



Fu' aft she'll 9camp9r. j 
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^ Ay ilka thing to scrimp an^ hain, 

Nae pleasure gi^es— gars agh an^ grane ; 
^ O^ a^ real pleasure body'*s spain, 
'^ Makes gurl an^ crabit,— 

Ay saunf rin^ like a dolt ane^s lain, 
-^ A niegre daubit. 

E*en hantles wba\e been unco saving 
- Wr haffets maist as things a shaving 
An^ ilka comfort^s ay been waving 

Frae back an^ wame, 

>*» 

To puirtith^s sunk, an^ wildly raving 

Wad amas claim. 

Gin ane hae walth to keep him lieyin\ 
.^ Nae cravin^ body's yater deevin\ 
Hae day an' way ay keepit even, 

Tho' naetbing owre, 
He*s fewer carkin' cares him grievin', 

Than men o' pow'r. 

— Grit o'ercome's unco ill to keep, — 
Steals aff content, dispels the sleep, 
N Gars yarp an' yammer, sigh an' weep, 

Gin aff she's fleein', — 
Sair clouds the sense, gars dra^l an' creep, 

As just a-deein\ 
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A^ like to hae a wee bit share, 

Tho' for to catchH they're scrimpet sairi— 

An' whan they haeH, fu' frankly ware. 

Or giVt awa' ; 
To hoard there's few but misers care, — 

Na, nape ava. 

There's little can be done without it, 

An' muckle din an' wark's about it, — 

They wha hae nane are huft an' houted, 

-^ /^ 

Wi' jybes an' jeerin' ; 
An' baith their word an' credit's doubted, 

Without a hearin'. 



JEANIE'S LAMENT. 



Tune—" Ghorhy Winter^ 



Willie, can ye gang awa'. 
Leave your Jean for gude an' a ! 
Ifought but dool I'll hae ava', — 

At thoughts o't I grow eerie, O. 
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Blythesome hours IVe spent wi^ thee^ 
Waesome days I now maun dree ; 
Nought aya can pleasure gi'e, 

A^s dowie^ douff, an^ drearie, O. 

Birds may lilt their canty sang. 
Lambs may sport the knowes amang, 
Mirth gae roun* the hail day lang, 

A' canty, bly the, an' chearie, O ; 
FlowVs their fragrance sweetly sen% 
A' be cheerie but an' ben. 
Nought but dark despair I'll ken. 

When ye're awa\ my dearie, O. 

Thoughts o't's like to rive my pow,— 
Ragin' seas may o'er ye row ; 
O my head, I think 'twill lowe, 

Sae how can I be cheerie, O ! 
Hope may show you safe an* weel. 
Paint ye ay baith true an' leel. 
Dismal news fu' soon may seal 

My fate for ever drearie, O. 
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THE MILL-DAM. 



Majestic wreaths o' driftet snaw, 

Wi' soughin* winds fast dreep an' fa' ; 

Sic havock in ae night^s been made, 
v^ Wee sykes a' jowitf like mill-lade. 

Ammon foaming ^<agin% towVin\ 
^ Hedges, yetts, atf braes devourin'* ; 
/ Roaring swelling jows forth sending 

This ayoM the last exte]idin\ 
*^ The braw mill-dam> fwor pridefu^ spark, • 

Wha vaunted o' its sturdy wark, 
^ Defy in' a' that crost its xijjgiti, 

To pu** ae stane out o' its biggin ; 

Sic soarin' bpafttin'ft a' deltt^^M^ 

Ends ay in disgrace an' confuddn,*^ 
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For whan the spate sair roarH an^ rumelt, 

Stane after stane wp fury tumelt ; 

Sae rackt an^ torn, the hale oH^s gane, 

Ahint has hardly left a stane : 

Nae doubt its powVs well a* miss sairly, 

O* bread an' brose we'll feed but sparely ; 

Ilk wheel an' stane about the mill, 

Ne^er turns ava, folk^s pocks t6 fill. 

O sair, fu' sair the loss we'll feel, 

By want o' barley an** oatmeal ! 

The scene seemM gran', but wha was kenin\ 

Sic wae an* sorrow it was sen'in' ! 



\ 



LAMENT FOR R. TANNAHILL. 

Now the bard for sangs is nim^et. 

Ere the bud had fairly blown ; 
Ere his worth was half discovert, — 

Ere his powVs were fully known. 
Applause in part fell to his lot. 

But O, Hwas scrimpet little ; 
Fortune scarce smiled to warm his breast, 
\ She's ay sae shy an' kittle. 
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Few, unco few, wha'd means or pow'r, 

Seem'd cam' for his talen', 
Yet mony now blaw loud his fame, 

' Since to the yerd he^s fallen. 
Had patrons fanned the risin^ flame, 

^Twad kittled his invention ; 
The fund that might been left to us. 

Is past a' comprehension. 

His name stauns high ; alas, too late 

'Mang men o* worth he*s ranket ! 
What signifies't, he*s now awa, 

Wha'd gi'en a kind bethanket. 
In kintry free, whare worth is prized, 

An^ merit sae rewarded. 
It gars us blush to think he fell-— 

Unheeded, unregarded. 

Ingratitude we should detest, 

A' sair do her misfi^a^ ; 
He weel might said, that^s frae us gane. 

Hardened in^t we^re ane an^ a\ 
It's yont our sphere, we dama judge, 

Nor fairly ask a reason ; 
Yet to reflect, it raises doubts, 

He'd faun afore his season. 

• -* 
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Just stauning on the brink o^ fame. 
To get sic fearfu' tummel. 

Near half geat up d" slipp'ry gaet, 
It maist ane's sense wad jumd. 



TRUE HAPPINESS NOT ATTAINABLE. 

Why do men complain an* murmur ? 

Why dejection cloud the brow ? 
Can a gloomy sullen aspect, 

Puirtith frae a dwelling row ? 
Wealth an' grandeur are delusive, 

What they proffer seldom gi*€ ; 
Lucre comfort ne'er can ransom ; 

Content canna purchased be. 

*Neath the far-fam'd lofty turrets, 

Or the clay-built lowly cell, 
Repose alike eludes the search 

O' the inmates there wha dwell. 
Pure happiness is 'yoot the grai^, 

O' ilka mortal creature ; 
Baith high an' low get but a gli«k. 

While clad wi' human nature^ 
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^Tis vain to hope that^goal to reach ; 

A' should attempt to enter 
The strait, strait yett that leads to bliss, 

Whar a^ content does oeatre. 



ON THE MORNING. 

The dim twinkling stars faintly die from the sight. 
The light stealing softly dispels darksome night : 
Vile monsters of darkness recede from the view, 
Their wild machinations they cease to pursue. 
What pleasant sensations flit over the mind, — 
The sweet feather'd songsters insuring mankind ; 
Ilk hedge, belt, an'' thicket, sweet melody give. 
Can man, blinded man, unmoyM, heedless live ? 
Arouse from yotir slumbers, slothes son, and adore, 
Review nature^s beauties, her ijreasures explore ; 
From sluggish inaction bestir and retire, 
T' improve and to profit, awake, show desire : 
The breeze teems with sweetness, the flowers firagraace 

send; 
The bees humming active, alacrity lend. 
Whaf s day, or what^i momiag, when buried in sloth P 
That soul-killing monster disarm^ fear, and loath*. 
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The sun tips ilk mountain, makes nature expand. 

What fund for reflection ! how glorious ! how gradd ! 

Shall man^ only man, all unccmscious lie ? 

The Lord of Creation his tribute deny P 

How enchanting-«4nhaling the sweet breath of mom, 

While the crystal dew sparkling, ilk blade does adorn ! 



ON TOBACCO. 

A PROMISE TO SEND A FEW LTNITS EITHEE.IN PRAISE 

OR DISPRAISE OF TOBACCO. 

This e^enin^ I my spleuchan drew, . 
Which straight to me convey'd the vow, 
That mutually Hween me an^ you 

Had pledged been ; 
But for to wade the story through, 

I^m nb^ that keen. 

That witchin^ herb brought o^er the sea, 
So much esteemM in our country. 
Far, far it carries aiF the g^E^e; 

Should we compare, 
A^ herbs that in our gardens be, 

They^d hae sma^ share. 
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Its qualities are aften tried, 
After the doctor^s skilFs defied, 
An* health by it has been supjdied. 

When sdr impaired ; 
Nane yet presume this toVe denied. 

That truth regard. 

I frankly own it's aft abus'd, 
An^ idolized by them who use 't ; 
Yet nane for this can be excused, 

As moderation, 
By auld an^ young, should ay be chus^d 

In every station. 

By rhymin^ ye may bauldly vaunt. 
Showing botanic skill I want. 
Or that I value high this plant. 

Because if s dear ; 
But let me see where lies its want. 

In verses clear. 

Excuseme, Sir, Fd maist forgot 
I promise to send you a note, 
An' this ane's rather slimly wrote ; 

Yet as to that, 
I hope it will not lay a blot 

On yours, John Watt. 

. F 
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TO A BftOTHER. 



With heart full o' joy, 
My pen I'd emplej, 
To you, my auld frien" ftfo^^(}iMit!lllii«die % 
But muse is quitit iA|dl, 
It is ^gainfirt; hc^ tHll) 
^ She ever does jingk ^ Mfttmce. 

With health Ilm tiest^ 

An' work to my tast^ 
From morning till e'en I'm emploi^'; 

For it's my dftlight, 

To see youths do^iigbt, 
An' knowledge to them get conveyed. 

J hear that you^ th'takig^ 

Your pupils amang, 
I'm happy you are «aft vatpeistefl ; 

Let no person sA^ 

On an after day, 
The chargii tms 'by ^u besn nogtfccted. 
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THE WITCH, OR GHAIST. 



For many y^aiCB, ,ft ^h^if (^ or mtd^. 

Was said to hfi,^x^ pr w^fip^^r ^J^^ 
At evening, pjpr^ng, or mi4-pighft^ 

An^ a^ the copfkfrj '\e0 iia iffix^ 
When horse ^ ^^, jor fih^p^ippr rSMiKAe, 

Hae turned ill, ^t :%j ^^ bU^m^^ • 
Or crop wi^ trotft <^r ffaifif. jrs^ fgoj^d^ 

The evil spirit was proclaimed. 

When stouks o* corn,, or coils o^lia^. 

Cart ropes or j^hj^JfiA^ couldua be fuo^. 
Hens, ducks, or turk^s w^^t a9tr^j^ . 

That elf got wy te o* a^ was .dq^e. 
In many torff^^^ ^ jn^jgl^b^^p tieJJ, 

It has been se^^ iU l^Bfi ;been met i 
The frights some f o|t ,n|^ft jt^iia'd j^hiwr JUe^ds^rr- 

Nane that hae seen^t can it forget. 

Come, neighbpl|r^ *', -au' .^ate^' joi^i, 

In thanks to Tai^i^, dniiUjie cb^el ; 

When arm'd wi' ff o^^ t^iQVjgb ^was lajte, 

Sae bauld he grew, he^d stop the deil : 

F 2 
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But a^ his courage maistly fail'd. 

When o'er the dyke wi* fearfu^ crash, • 

It took the road str»ght him afore, — 
His hair stood up, his een did flash. 

His horse did snort, an^ prance, an** rear. 

The weans bawPd loud that he should turn, 
His head gaid round, yet he exchiim'^d, 

" Yell maybe fell, though. ye'U no' bum f 
Were I but up, your strength I*d try ; 

By a' that's guid, what brought ye here. 
Ye witch or warlock, goblin damn'd. 

My horse an' wains thus a* to fear ?^ 

Quickly the horse gaid prancin' up. 

Without the aid o' whip or rein ; 
The spectre gain'd, the moon shone cleai;, 

An' keen for war Tarn did incline. 
His heavy whip, o' iron an' lead. 

He rais'd, an' quick as lightning's flash 
Sprang frae his horse, an' wi' a stroke 

The spectre in the ditch did dash. 

Bui how amaz'd did Tammie stare. 

His arms hung down, his een did blin' ! 

Instead o' witch, or ghaist, or deil, 
'Twas flesh an' bluid he now did fin'. 
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He durstna tell, though wee! he kent 
The cause o^ a^ the. din an^ fright ; 

His neighbours warned their strength to use, 
An^ soon nae ghaist they^d see at night. 



SONG. 

BONNY NANNIE. 

Tune—** DainHe Davie. ^ 

My Nannie's bonnie, young, an' fair. 
There's few wi' her that can compare,—- 
Sae as I hae an hour to spare, 

I'll ware it on my Nannie. 
The simmer flow'rs are fair to see. 
The fruit, when ripe, draps frae the tree. 
But nane o' thae has sweets like thee. 

My loving, artless Nannie. 

The thrush an' linnet sweetly sing. 
The lark high carols on the wing. 
But these to me nae pleasures bring, 
When absent from my Nannie, .i] 



When she's drest^d mft ai kitk o¥ filir, 
Baith rich an' pocfr Ih wotfdef stare,— ^ 
Ca' her the fairest o' the fair, 

My young, my charmiiig Nannie. 

Her gait's most graceful ay an' gay, — 
Such pleasure do her een convey ; 
The wildest rake could not betray 

My charming, graceful Nannie. 
The coldest bosom she does warm. 
The dotard cheeri the captive charm ; — 
The greatest monster could not harm 

My young, my artless ilannie. 



SGNG. 

TuNK — ** Juld langsjfne 

Now this day's labwr^i aft aa «d'. 
Let's not mir flkirth enfine^ 

But 411 unite in Bsrty nng^ 
O' days o^ langsyne. 



m 
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For auJd langsyn^j myifiimi^ 
For aidd Icmgsyne ; 

What cheery om h^ati^y mi mak^ tks svigi 
Like thoughts d" langsyne f 

Tho^ taxed sair, the wars are o^er, 

An' why should we repine ? 
Peace will restore the golden days 

That we had langsyne. 
For atddy ^c. 
Wha wadna lUt a, fnerfjf ^n^, 

O* days 0^ la/ngsyne f 

Our fathers wore the hodden g^ay, 
WeVe diftoa that's tii^v an' fine,<*Tr 

We've toddyndrinkf tbey iad h\X beer 
In days o' langiy«i^ 

For atddf (Jr. 

We'll take our ghss% aiihg^^^be^i 
For days o' Umgsifm^ 



Let Whigs an' Tori^ quarr'l ap^ figh^ 
Wha kens whaH^s Ibeis AmgVL ? 

John Barleycorn caja^ (hi^er our b^^ts. 
As he did langsyne. 
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For auld langsyne^ my frienda^ 

For auld langmfne^ 
What cheered Oie heart like barley-bree^ 

In days 0* langsyne f 



THE CONCERT. 

All were convened for fun an^ glee, 
Transported by the barley-bree : 
T)ie tunes an^ sangs showed Ai4|b^s skill,-— 
Each heart was light, a* sbowM good^will. 
Baith lads an^ lasses, men an^ wives, 

«« Flock to the toddy-room in hives ; 

We^d routh o' fun, an** walth o^ chc^r, — 
Sangs grave an^ slow, comic an* queer. 
Each did his best — show'^d parts an^ powV, 
Till lang ayoQl the langest hour^ 

'^ It'^s spunket out, Let^s a^ gang hame. 
Or for misdeeds we^U bear the blame : 
Then dochin-doris we must hae, 
Just ae glass, na, we must hae mae. 
The sun peeps in— Preserves, quo* I, 
Fse drink nae mair tho' ne^er so dry. 
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Gude-bye f ye a\ an^ let^s be gaun, 
J The gudewife has her gruntles thrawn. 
Some, there^s nae doubt, did misbehave- 
Were scoffed an* houted by the Tave ;' 
But how or wha I^se no relate> — 
Nor mint what happened by the gate. 



THE KING IN SCOTLAND. 

At day o^ hairst, or iiers war clearing 

Fanners had just begun the shearing 

Our braw King up the Forth cam sailin^ — ^ 

Baith poor an^ rich war him a^ hailin^ ; 

Guns war roaring flags war flyin', 

Frae a"* parts roun^ the bodies plyin\ 

A^ dressed f u^ braw,— hearts lighf 9 a feather, 

Wi^ Majesty for to forgether. 

Highland chieftains in gran^ order. 

Southern chiels frae near the border ; 

Statesmen, heroes, nobles, gentry, 

A^ fldgin' fain to see his entry. 
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The houses &\wV bodies Ulo^ket, 
Ilk street an' claae wf cirQiidt wair (iteebe^ t 
Soldiers an' yeomeo W p^rOtdi^", 
An' ither's grandeur aje applaudin'* 
Shaises, coaches, cars, w^ Q%vt9^ 
In scores cam dashin' £ca^ a^ aii:l9» 
For bed^ an' housin' sic a tryin', 
An' hun'ers on the hills war lyin' ! 
Sic bows an' becks whaft- they iforgether, — 
Ilk Scot busk'd wi' his native heather. . 
' The King, fu' bly the to see us a', 
Sae bienly look, wi' claes sae braw. 
It gar'd him Iwgh-r^ iigbt s^f chcierilt^ 
For poor an' ragged's kindly speerin*. 
How glad his hewt wba« th^/rt bjip* UX^jx\ 
'Gainst duds an' ri^ we'd bew rebettirf,*i?<- 
'Twas wirkin* bodies b^'d be^ 9^i%\ 
A' in braid claith on' ri#i|$( iefm" I 
A's clean revers'd, ^e WQim^ tim^\ 
The King his peopt^^tb$7 htm pHsm't 
Yon chap lAa awacQ tveM Utw)^ b^kf t^i 
Wi' rage an' spleen the tbf 1394 W^ ^i^e^*-^ 
Lest he'd get part o' blftHM^ Ui^y *flH> 
Full gallop's left .the stago JnilM^l\. 
V Puir pridefu' sparky he'fl p^'iwr b«»A m^% 
Wi' better fallows we'v^ h^^x lA^i* 
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Sae whan the King had seen us a\ 
An^ ilka thing that looket braw, 
C him to take a lang fareweel, 

* To Hopetoun, hungers aff did reel. 
To pay respect I wasna stack, 
Fu' early tiFt the road did tak. 

*^ Sic torrents frae the lift cam pourin', 
Gart ladies to the biel rin courin\ 
. The hour arrives ; the gran' procession 
Wi' noble speed cam fornet dashin' ; 
Syne sic a rinnih', sic a hurry, 
As gin the King they meant to wurrie ! 
, Ilk yeoman rade as he^d gaas ditft, ; 

An' held his swordie by the haft. 
V While we to aiie Afirtker gdsot^ 

Twa knights war in the l(>bby*d«itb0t ; 
Syne doun wi' spedd tbey^re tb thtt waiter ,- 
Sic hues an' cries, c&tliiii am' olctt^ t . . 
Fu' kind Lord Ho{i9t9ilB^i fadutt* kd cbook^ 
Afore the wee bit bdiit be tedk ;--»- 

\ Out-owre the dub the boai ffaddr^creerin'^^ 
Syne wi' their dmacm sib a dssTm' I * 
Ilk roarin' «» in bottle lour f . 
To see for smoke 's a^oet tM pow'r. 
A' keenly looket till they ^niit . 

Him clear the smoke, atf bear «wa' ; 
A' looket dull, or war pretendin',-— 
Ilk after him best blessings sendin'. 
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A DREAM. 



1 



ON HEARING OF R P ^*s 

MARRIAGE. 



As night in J — ^y^s bosom lyin\ 

I for to drap asleep was tryin^ : 

Some curious thoughts ran in my min\ 

Fu^ soon I dozM, an^ a^ did tine ; 

DreamH we had met out-owre a gill, 

But whar or how^s ayont my skill. 

Te^U be fu^ keen to hear what past, 

I'se try^t in kind o^ rhyme to cast. 

I shook yobrhaun^ I think I.see%-*— 

Speer^d for your weanies an* helpmate ; 

Whan thi» Fd done, I thought *twas queer, 

Sic awkward questions folk will speer ; 

I try^d to turn it affin fun, 

But ere I^d time, ye war begun 
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A lengthened story 'bout your wife, 
Drew her portrait as large as Ufe : 
I sat amazed till ye'd won through— 
Sic words, sic wit, an* nought o^i true ; 
But ye confirmed a^ on your aith. 
Syne wi' a glass I pledged ye baith, 
Sair jyVd an* jeer'd ye aft^en\ 
*Cause east the news ye didna sen'. 
I caw^d ye maist as hard^s the flint. 
Or lang ere this we*d seen^t in print ; 

^ Ye ca'd her bonny, guid, an* trig, 
I ne*er saw you sae desp*rate big. 

r <« Hech man !** quo* ye, " I never thought 
A wife sae muckle pleasure brought ; 
It^s far ayont what I can tell, 
^ I sometimes think Fm no* mysell.** 

" Hout, tout,** quo* I, ** the honey-moon 
Wi* you an* her is hardly done ; 
rv Lwish ye lang an* weel may gree. 
Year after year new joys to see ; 
Your wife a rich an* fruitfu* vine, 
Your children a* in virtue shine.—- 
Sae happy thus to*ve met wi* you, 
» We tov*d an* drank till baith were f u' ; 
I fell, an* for to break the fa*. 
The blanket gied a fearfu* draw ; 



My wife an^ wains o* (hem 4i<l bare, 
" They wakM me wi^ their flytin^ sair. 
Sometime I lay, -in •dmbi cImI ceem 
Gin it was real 4r but a dpetmHf 
Shot out my haun^ a -glass to dnvw, 
Syne I found oiit I diieamt it a^ ; 
Yet still my mind o^Yb ihanfly fnce, 
Thinkin' you an' y.anr vi& I see, 
Langsyne, ye keo, dneams aCt sierfi triK» 
rd like to hear o't a' tfrae fsmi 
Gif really true, we'll isocn hfi«r teU, , ' , ,_; 
Though ye be silent xiift jH^unMilil. 
Adieu, my firifin* !! las I :m in ]mfitt^ : r 
Hope yell put i^^ wlatlfi igsae»ijfCiii]iii9filA^ 
for ought that's wrang.hae flie &])gi!w^«^ 
Wife joins respect, guki irocdiy triiiii'* 



WINTER. 

The bitin' blasts o' wijilitrjUaK) 
The hail, the sleet. Hie Jifittf ^eti' isnawr^ 
Ilk burn an' syke's a' crusted o'er. 
Icicles hang ilk house afore ; 
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The wee bit birds fu^ ^qaarely feed, ' 
Hares hip our kail for very fieed» 
The craws an^ pjets made fu^ tam^y 

" Baith sheep an^ nowt ^rotectidn.clltim : 
'The poacher keen the track pursues, 
Frae field to field, till puss he views ; 

^ Partridge an^ m^uj^in, dtt^« an^ hares, 
Intent on gain, nae game he spares ; 
The keeper's vigilance he braves, 
Turns coats an' caps, an' hrm decrai^s : 
Ah ! little thinks he what may hap, 
Should wylie landlord him «Qtrap ; _ 
His wife an' w dup s might. beg «r «t©rTe, 
An' he be forc'd Ae King te ^sej^ve ; 
To courts he may be^fted, fcffllM, 
An' like a vagabond exird. 
The curler keen the igafti^ piif*»ue«, 

/ The lea^ hale length ilk i^ane he V]^W$ ; 

r They wick, theyslaifee, dpaw ahota, -or giMtrid, 
T'ave all made clean, nae cowes are spar'd ; 
The skaters swift do dtt^W^sWd^, 
Wi* eagle's speed glide o'e* ^t^Sieep ;- 
The childi^en battkUy eoui^aige ijhe^. 
Contest each inch -wr^dls'd'^o^ft;^'; 
Men, wives, an' laseeft'iie^t^ex^M^t, 
Prowess to show bravdy ^attenfif^ i 
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The eaaAmUnts adwrnBce^ letreat, 
Thej team to jidd^ or own thejr Ve beat, 
Thoogfa pelted udr both taee m" ean, 
An^ aft m stream o' Uaid appears. 



ODE TO HOPE. 



ErsB cheering sootbin^ passioo, 

Wba can tell tby magic spell? 
^Neatb thy canty, playful gleamings, 

Horror, feacy an^ want dispell. 
Heroes tread the field o^ danger. 

Sailors brave the raging main ; 
Woo^d by thy all-cheering glances, 

Dread and danger baith are slain. 

Dejection sinks, despair decays, 

Dismay aloof is driven ; 
Death^s horrors fail, griefs pangs subside, 

When thy sweet rays are given : 
The captive^s chains asunder flee. 

Lovers fears an^ doubts dispel ; 
Disease abates, its power's assuagM, 

*Neath thy controuling spell. 
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Puirtith an^ famine^s dire approach. 

An* ilka ill that^s grievin', 
\ Fall short, decamp at thy approach, 

Impressicms scarcely leavin\ 
Nane can describe, nane can pourtrfty, 

The joys whilk in ye centre ; 
It's far ayont the glowin* power 

O' the most lofty painter. 

The hangin' head, an' downcast look^ 
Is tum'd to mirth an' pleasure ; 

The feeble arms wi' vigour strung^ 
Frae thy bewitchin' treaaure^ 

ThereVnot a wheel in motion put, 
• /^ Nor yet a plough e'er ygcket, 

A city built, or hatiolet rais'd^ 
But's in thy cradle rocket. 



O^ ilka ane thou'rt inaist the hale^^-^ 

Gin fled, we're wee an' little ; 
O' a' we'd quickly tjrne the grip, • 

Our iftaunin'.fearfu' kitde. 
Gin ye're nae mair, what's man ava f 

Like lockless gun, but lumber ; 
A wheel-less cart, or legless horse, 

Whase presence but encumber. 
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¥0X HUNT. 



Ax bonnie momia' f $)||9 fl[v4°gi 
The feathered tribes ^.^ ^ tb^ wings 
Hares V their cozie deqf )f^y fi^sill*j 

\ Fox what he'd skecb'd fiji' t^iim d^§iHri|»\ 
Up to the cover whar )|Q'i If^n^ 

s Hunters an' dogs cam foft^$ ^ft' i 
Horses war prancin', rearip\ D^£^|^\ 

\ Horns tootin' loud, an' hunters cryin'. 

Foxy frae 'mang the fflMm P)t«U B^^\ 
^ Syne sic a hooin\ sic a jj^^n', 
\ O sic a splatter did begf ^ 

The timid sort's soon left i4)l^\ 
Some wha ye'd thp)ig^( ^fpc ^^(|1 co^j^^t, 
Fu' soon entirely lost -^f, ffif ^t- 
Three dashin' sparkji o^t Q^ ll^^ P^j 

On hacks to whilk theji ahaw^ Qad pily» 

g2 
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Fast whipt and spurrM afore them a*, 
Like to affront our nobles braw ; 

" Alang the roads an^ riffs gaed scmvin", 
NeiEur to the dogs, the te^t a' Ict^vniV 
Till wi' a daiAtie dyk« t^ey mqt. 
There they stood like three pointers set ; 
"^ The rest bounced up, an' soon, akift- o'er, 
An' left the three ahin' to glow'r. 
To poor hacks' sides the spurs they set^ 

^ An' screev'd awa to gain the yett. 

Full speed they daah'd, dres^in' naa skaith, 
Intent nae doubt to see the deaith ; 
Guid luck the fox had ta'en a turn. 
They met the dogs aboon tlie burn. 
Again they're first, an^ coiy balloo^ 
Determin'd closely tp p^rsuf) ; 
At dyke or ditch na^ ip^ thayM hieed. 
But clear them a^ wi' butitesr's speed ; 
Ae wee bit ditch a^' finely Qleair^d^ 
Says they. Again we'a nae be fear'd.-^ 
The huntsman past th^m a^ gaed fleehi', 

\ An' ay anither tallie'^ g^'en ; 

A big dyke clear'd an' b0W<$'4 Atva, 
The death was neair» he br(^w^ sa^^ 
Up to the dyke fo' fast %hw bi^tU^ , - 
N, Out o'er its tap the horsd pUy'd raitkk . 
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Syne lic a 8wearia\ sic a crying 
• A' three amang the glutters lyin^ 1 
They soon crawPd out wi' noses bled. 
But kent nae whair their horse had fled ; 
Aff wi^ the huntsman they^d a^ scampered,— - 
Wr crib an^ bit nae langer hamper^. 
To bide ahin** war unco laith, 
An^ a^ gat forret to the death. 
Near twenty hunters soon arrive. 
Ilk cam as fast as he could drive ; 
The dogs soon swallow'd up their prey^ 
An' 'mang the hunters sprawlin^ lay ;* 
A* in suspense war keen to ken, /;/ 

What had befaun the horseless men ; 
Huntsmen bawPd loud to let them hear 
Foxy was dead, gin they war near. 
They^d mony doubts about the three, 
A^ might be dead for ought they see. 
Ere lang their piinds wax set at ease, 
A' three cam rinnin*^ past the trees ; 
Frae head to fit a^ bluid an* dirt. 
Wed fylt, tho' a* but little hurt ; 
Then sic a laucnin\ sic a jokin*, 
^Bout dirty duds and bridles broken ! 
Some said, whan they the huntin'* try'd. 
They to their saddles shouldi be ty^d. 




^ 
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They're soon alane, a' aff gaed da«hin% 
Left them the bluid an** glaur aff washin* ; 
Syne to get muntit fast theyVe trying 
WF strings the broken bridles tyin* ; 
How to get hame in unco swither. 
They'd be affironted a' thegither. - 
Aff to the town they slowly joget. 
The wearit horses aften broget ; 
An^ ay the mud they rub and didbt> 
For fear the truth should come to light ; 
But lang afore they^d gained the town, . 

» Their friends gat word an^ gather roun\ 
Determined sair to tease an** ta^^ — 
Gat water ready them to wash. 

, As it was dark, they had nae fear 
Their friends wad ought o*t see or hear, 
. But i^oon fand out their thoughts war wrang, 
For they cam crowdin** roun^ them thrang 
Up to the room they're quickly hurrit 

/ To tell how mony tods war worrit ; 

^ But soon's they^d got them faij^y in. 
Sic jokes and laughing did begin. 
About the bluid and dirt a' cryin'. 
And spearin' whar they'^d a' been lyin*^ : 
Their healths war drunk by ilka friend 
\ An'' mony wipes an' jeers are gi^en ; 
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They soon fouud out they^4 heard it a% 
^Bout bein' horseless taC the fa\ 
I ! ^ IV ^^J.^j Fu' thieveless-like tbe hale did tell, 
That unto ilka ane befell, 
An* vow'd, sin' they'd been plagu'd sue sair. 
To hunt the fox they'd neW gang mair. 
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LINE3 ON BEING CRITICISED FQE SEND- 
ING A FEW LINES TO • 



When cringing critics^ fir'd wi' rage^ 

Throw out asp^sions plsHtjr, 
Wha can resbt,^ or stann the BbonBf 

Or in sic scenes be camtyi 

Fd like to hen f 

Hout fie ! wha'd cour at swaltaws^ cliirp^ 

Or flee afore a coney .^ 
Why then look dull when critics jeer ? 

For my part I^d be Amny, 

An' je^r agam. 



1 
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Than swallow^s chirp, or coney^s farce. 

They little mair are mindet ; 
Their malice turns to their ain breasts, 

TheyVe first and last that find it. 

Who- dare deny t 

Their wild aspersions for a time 

'Mang fools may stand a hearin^ ; 
They^ stand amazM, wV lengthened face. 

But soon return it sneerin^ 

Upon ihemsels. 



H^re Fse conclude^ wishing success 

To critics true and stead|yy 
Who ay are friends to graete wA tviith, 

An^ to crib vice ay rendy. 

By lagM and day. 
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V 



EPISTLE TO W W. 



II ■■ I 



Dear Sir, this liberty I take, 
Your failings but for peace^'s sake» . 
The best o^ them I^se try tQ make ; 

. But wha' can thole. 
Or be a frien', your part to take, 

YeVe turned sae droll ? 

Yell mind the promise unto me, 
When asked ye did grant it free, 
A rhyme, or sang, or funny glee. 

To send me east, 
*Bout river, mountain, tower or tree, 

I should been pleast. 



vr 
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I 

But ah ! poor Johnny was mistane, 
AltbV ye height him wf amep. 
To credit your bare word again 

He will be laith. 
But when your story^s tauld, he th^Q - 

Must hae your aith. 

Stop, muse, yeVe surely owre the score, 
Wat ne^er played you the like before ; 
Gae raise him yet, his lines adore, 

* » » 

Tho' he be sweer. 
Besides, wha'^d write, or rhime, an* roar. 
Whan meal^s sae dear ? 

Now things wi' him look gay an^'braw, 

A' day he pUes at the wWpsaw, 

At e^en the young anes rqun* him draw, 

' An* letum to sing, 
Till roof an^ wa^<s, wi^ their Bolfa^ 
A* loudly ring. 

Success to^s sangs wi^ a^ my heart, ^ 
Fm sure hell act a teacherV part ; 
At funny sangs he^s sae alert, • 

Besides, discreet, . ' 
An^ by the neighbours a^ prefert. 

As xnaist complete. 
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LINES TO FBISNB <>» It 



Br love inspirM, to ctoay Idui 

That fortune has f ormken, 
Wha to avoid ih» riaiag sMtis^f 

To th^ army has Iskstak^A 

Himser this day. 

Dear Sir, Fm toilin' in BdUkiU^ 

Quite healthy am an* di^iy ; 
But I'm involy'd in anxio»» thottgbft^ 

To hear your lot's so dr«aty 

Tunftd d# kle. 

Your ^tate is really alt#i;ed sair, 

By fortune sae unsteady, 
Wha ay afore, wealth to altaia^ 

Assisted you fu' ready^ 

By n^ or 4a!|F^ 
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For now, alas f to distant l^ids, 
Wr knapsack ye maun tod^. 

Where ^SUtitmt^ OMci«n» Latia, a* 
May banished be your noddle. 

By cannon^s roar, 

Nae doubt if s galling unto yeu, 

Presenting scenes sae dreary, 
The parting wi^ your comrades a\ 

An' Bess your only dearie, 

P^aps for ay. 

But if our island's blest wi' peace. 

An' you in life be sparecl. 
You to auld Scotia mi^ retilm. 

An' tell us how ye ftdred 

In f<ore%Ei lands. 

Honours are aft obtained abroad. 

But wha can e'er expect it. 
That he'll be true to's eountr/s* cause, 

Wha his ain cause i:ieglectit, 

Mbny a day. 

■\ 

'Tis said ye did fafar Bess beHray, 
An' ne'er was brought to trSd, 
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Tlie drummer Udu may skdp ye fair,— 
O* them there's nae denial, 

When in a faut. 



ODE TO WHISKY. 



\ . O THOU, the wale an' best o* wares. 
To lighten hearts and bury cares, 
The first an^ last at kintry fairs,—* 

' Ay in deman* ; 
For you a* classes frankly wares, 

6ude cash aff han'. 

Tho^ a^ be dowie, dowfi^, ap wae. 
Seem neither wit nor sense to hae. 
Whan ye getin there^s walth to say,— 

A's wit thegither ; 
Sic mirth an^ sangs, sae blythe an' gay, 

Wf ane anither- 
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£'en some mim mou's ndba hardly speak 

Twa score o* words for half a week, 

Ye*d think their tongues had got an eek, — 

O^ half an inch ; 
For ilk ane's word, sax words maun speak, 

An' never flinch. 

Wee draps gar sense its mettle feel, 

Grit jaws gar wit an' reason reel, 

An^ hidden fauHs start frae the bed, — 

Whar they^d been smothert ; 
^ Gar stiffened age like youdith reel, 

Tho' ne^er sae withert 

A wee drap does the judgment dear, - 
An^ wit, an^ w:orth, to life appear. 
It to the door at once drives fear,-*- 

Without a swUher; 
Grit jaws gar heads rin roun' sae queer, 

Spoils a' thegither. 

A wee drap friendship's springs gar run. 
Without ye wpi hae little done, 
Nought wantin' you can be begun,-— 

• O* ony note ; 
E'en men wha warn a* you to shun. 

Aft to ye trott 
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Few bargains c«& be madb without ye^ 
* Tho^ mony seem to fiear an' doubt ye» 
\ O' ilka charm wad fairly rook y«,— 

An^ spill your fame ; 
Yet keen apd gre«£lfy theyll <bap): yc, 

In their ain wame. 
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